THE MARTYR
KALOONIN, 24 JULY 2019:
----------------------------------------------------------------------
My brethren let me sing you of a tale I heard one day,
A story of a martyr who was murdered for his faith,
He owned a German bible, and that was crime you see!
A hundred years 'fore Luther came, and set his people free!

A heretic they called him, and burned him then alive;
And as he burned he shouted out his love for Jesus Christ!
A baptism by fire, Lord! O have mercy on he,
The man who in such gruesome way did give his life for thee!

But there are many like him still, who have to give their lives
By crucifixion, and by fire, by pistols and by knives!
So let us hold a prayer then, for God, lest we forget:
The men and women, for the Lord, whose blood in faith's been let!
----------------------------------------------------------------------


TO JORDAN PETERSON
KALOONIN, 13 JUNE 2019:
----------------------------------------------------------------------
So you’re based and you’re redpilled and that’s what you are
But you've sold out and shilled, to the morning star!
And you’re no servant of God, you’re a servant of gold
Walking the path that leads to hell when the body is cold!

And in a hundred years who carries your memory?
And who'll care about your fame in the cemetary?
No, I ask you again, on who’s side will you be?
When the world has forgotten good ol’.. JP!
----------------------------------------------------------------------


THE JUNKIE'S BALLAD
KALOONIN by C. VREESWIJK, 29 MAY 2019:
----------------------------------------------------------------------
To the police station one day, a junkie came in
His shoes were wet, his lips were frozen
His shirt was tattered and his arms were so thin
And from his mouth not a word was spoken!

We laid him in an empty cell, and blood soon soaked his bed
And soon he walked to the door and turned the handle
One day he suddenly came back with a letter and it read:
"I sacrifice my shoes to the greenlit candle!"

And everyone started laughing at the letter he wrote
And the telephones a-calling, they were many
And our commissioner ripped it away and spoke:
"If you can't bring good news don't bring any!"

(But then the assistant, who was a good assistant, says:)
But I opened the letter and read just like so:
"Hey brothers, now listen to my story
For once I was a handsome prince, and happier than most
My father's pride, my mother's glory!

A pretty day however, a needle pierced my skin!
And that was the day when I bore witness:
To all the sad fuckers who live in sloth and sin
And shit and eat and die under the system!

So I gave away my money to the first drunkard I seen
Who went away and bought himself some liqour
I gave away my castle, for methamphetamine
Which I went and injected in a shitter

Then wrath killed my father, and sorrow killed my ma'
And I was hated by my brothers
But I spit in their faces and shouted ”Fuck you all!”
As I lived in some shitty apartment

Here the letter ended, no eye without a tear
And the commissioner shouted: "Now for fucks sake!
Throw the fucker out the cell, and get him out of here!"
And on the street soon our Junkie was laying.
----------------------------------------------------------------------


WHEN THE LIE FACTORY IS BURNING
KALOONIN by C. VREESWIJK, 26 APRIL 2019:
----------------------------------------------------------------------
When the lie factory is burning, 
Out from it an old man comes:
And he mindlessly turns on cable,
And then he swallows both fact and fable:
Says "Donald Trump is a fascist scum,
And no American should own a gun!"
When the lie factory is burning..

OPTIONAL: [When the lie factory is burning,
A woman lets out a scream:
"I think my son has become a nazi,
How can he question, how can he not see?
That Bernie Sanders would be a dream,
He'd tear the patriarchy at the seams."
When the lie factory is burning..]

When the lie factory is burning,
A little boy thinks that:
"Why is that newswoman almost crying?
And what is wrong with an airship flying?
And why is dad wearing a pink hat,
And why's the dog getting called a cat?"
When the lie factory is burning..

When the lie factory is burning,
And the struggle is truly real
When the west world has lost tradition,
A billion people without a mission,
Then it is racist to call for peace,
As firemen get switched for police,
When the lie factory is burning!

OPTIONAL: [When the lie factory is burning
Know our people again will rise
And our flags shall be proudly flying;
Stained with the blood from our soldiers dying!
And our nations will see the fight,
As the Cross shall light up the night;
And the lie factory stops burning!]
----------------------------------------------------------------------


SAFEROOM BOOGIE
KALOONIN by C. VREESWIJK, 14 APRIL 2019:
----------------------------------------------------------------------
I just wonder when it happens 
When really the sirens call
Do the boys with their bare eyes 
Have to watch the bombs that fall
Must you stand in a saferoom queue
Get denied, Thanks for you!
Am I the only one who still ain't a place reserved?
Are there more people like me who's voice ain't heard?

Do you have to wear a suit,
Does a jester get barred?
Does shit hit the saferoom fan
If you bri-i-i-ing your guitar?

Buying tickets sure is hard but
Maybe passport works just fine?
Well officer I have no card but,
Surely you don't mind?
But his gaze is hard and stale
Never in life a service fail
Gates start closing and then you realize
Soon the boms start falling, each man dies!

Do you have to wear a suit,
Does a jester get barred?
Does shit hit the saferoom fan
If you bri-i-i-ing your guitar?

Guess I'm heading for the bar then
And there sit my buddy Per
Oh hey! You got denied too?
"Oh yeah", "The same thing here!"
Let's celebrate with liqour, hey!
Slowly seconds drift away
TICK TOCK TICK TOCK TICK TOCK TICK TOCK
While I quickly drink a bottle, "Roll the dice!"
Without a thought of hangover or price

Here noone wears a suit,
Here no jester gets barred!
Here shit won't hit the fan
If you bri-i-i-ing your guitar!

He who has a private saferoom
Know his reasons, I can't tell
Does he want to be the lone survivor?
Without friends to take farewell!
But he'll hear us up above
Singing songs of peace and love
Singing "Rest by this spring", "Hey Samborombon!"
Where should you get an empty saferoom place from?

Do you have to wear a suit,
Does a jester get barred?
Does shit hit the saferoom fan
If you bri-i-i-ing... your guitar?
----------------------------------------------------------------------


ONE DAY THE WHOLE EARTH WAS SOLD
KALOONIN by C. VREESWIJK, 30 AUGUST 2018:
----------------------------------------------------------------------
One day the whole earth was sold
Oh what a life commenced
How shall a merchant make his gold?
How shall his time be spent?

There is nothing more to buy
The stock market is stale
And nothing more to fight about
So who will pay your bail?

And they arranged a huge congress
Where every merchant came
There asked both women, men and press:
Now what is happening?

And merchants sat for many days
And this is what they said:
When there is nothing to be bought
We sell our fellow men!